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Tie TrageditofHaml et 

Get you a place. 

Kmg. How fares our Coufin flW*/! 

Ham. Excellent Ifaich. 

Of the Camelions di{h, I eat theajrc, 

ProroiLcraro’d, youcannot, feed Capons ,fo. 

King. I haue nothing wuhtbis anfw etHamlet r , 

Thele words are not mine. 

Ham. No nor rpinenawray Lord. 

You pUydonte Pth the Vpiuerfitie you fay. 

Pel. That did I my Lord; and was accounted a good Aft™ 
Ham. What did you ena&? 

Poli. I did enad lulitu Cafar, I waskild l’th Capitall, 

'Brhtm ktld me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill fo capitala calfe there. 
Be the Players rpadio ? 

Rof. I my Lord, theyilay vponyour patience. 

Ger. Come hitbermy deare Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham. No good mother, here’s mettle more attra&iue... 

Pel. O, oh, doe you mark* that. 

Ham. Ladie {hall lie inyourJap?, 

Opbe. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrie matters? 

Opbe. I thinke nothing my. Lord. 

i/awThat’s a faire thought to lie between maids legs.. 

Opbe * What is my Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing; 

Opbe. You are merrie my Lord. 

Ham. Who I? 

Opbe, I my Lord. 

Ham. O God ! your enely Iigge-maker,what fhould a man do 
but be merrie, for looke you how cberefully. my mother looker, 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Opbe. Nay, tis twice two moncths my Lord. 

Ham.Sa long, nay then let the Deuill weare black, for lie haue 
aSute of Sables; O heauens, die two moneths ago, and not for- 
gotten yet, then there’s hope a great mans memoric may out-liue 
his life halfe a yeare,but ber Ladie a muft build C hurches then, or 
elfe {hall a fufltr not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe, ythok 
Epitaph is, for O, for 0,thcHobby>horfc is forgot. 




Prince o/T>enmarke. 

rke Trumpets found. 

Enter a King and a 

eg. «*»*" » *• ‘" d 

Opb. What meanes this my Lord ? 

Ham. Marry it is munching MaUico,\t raeattesOTifchei e. 
Opb. Belike this {how imports the argument of'hePUy, 
Ham. We {hall know by this fellow, Enter frd g 

The Players cannot keepe they’le tell all. 

Prologue. ForvsandforourTregedy, 

Hcere (looping to your demencie, 

Wcbegge your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue or the pofie of a Ring ? 

Opbe. Tis briefe my Lord. 

Ham. As womans loue. 

Enter K mg and Queene. 

Kino . Full thirty times hat \\ Phoebus* Cart gone round. 
Neptunes fait wafo, and Telittt orb’d the ground. 

And thirty dofen Mooneswith borrowed flieene 
About the world haue times twelue thirties beene 

Since Loue our heares,and f/jr««»did our hands 

Vnite comutuall inmoft faceted bands. 

Quet. So many iourneyes may the Sun and Moon 
Make vs againe count ore ere loue be done. 

But woe is me you are fo ficke of late, 

Sofarre from cheere, and fromyour former Bate; r 
That Idiftruft you, yet though I difttuil, 

Difcomfort you my Lord it noshing muft .? 
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